THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

testimonial on his eightieth birthday. First, when he
thought we wanted to do something for himself, he
refused point-blank. Then, when he was reluctantly
brought to see that people wanted to commemorate him,
he said very emphatically that he did not want people,
for his sake, to subscribe to anything useful, least of all
scholarships, of which there were sufficient already. By
degrees we worked the conversation round to a portrait
for his old college at Oxford, and he ridiculed the idea
that his college could possibly want to remember him.
In the end William Nicholson painted a magnificent
portrait, and it hangs in Merton now.

Another honour was offered him which no pressure
could induce him to take. Bath is a city which is very
chary about conferring its Freedom upon anybody: it
will hardly sink below the level of a Prince of Wales.
For some years after the war the perpetual Mayor (had
he been still alive he might have been still mayor) was
Cedric Chivers. He was scarcely a literary man, though
the friend of many a one; and he rejoiced in two direct
connections with literature in that he did wholesale
bookbinding for public libraries and that his Mayoress,
in his widowerhood, was Madame Sarah Grand,
authoress of The Heavenly Twins. He showered treasures
on the town, he was a magpie for gathering facts about
its social and architectural history, and he thought it
was only right and proper that all eminent persons
should come to live at Bath when in retirement. So one
day it "came to him in a flash" that George Saintsbury,
being at the moment the city's chief ornament (in-
tellectually, at all events), should be made a Freeman
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